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Burch, Brian. Weather Report. 
Toronto, HMS Press, 1987 
Review by Bob Lincoln CBRA 1987 


Poems that have weak images, or poems that contain few pictures, smell, touch, taste, or 

noise are just scribbles on paper. Weak poems conceal more than they reveal and to chase their 
meanings is almost an exercise without benefit. Weather Report, by the Toronto poet Brian 
Burch, lacks strong images; those that are strong are predictable. 

In developing a poem around abstractions such as Death or Peace, the successful poet 
conveys his message by demonstrating it. If it is a concrete poem, or one that requires an oral 
presentation to do it justice, these necessities can be suggested by the language or typographical 
layout. The more particular and specific a poem s images, the better it works. 

Phrases like People need to be freed / from the chains of bourgeois order are just too 
clumsy. This may be a true statement to the revolutionary socialist, but as poetry it lacks grit. 
These are newspaper headlines, captions. The image Trees / echo the road is difficult to make 
sense or feeling of; echo is weak verb, and just fills out the line. In the poem Death Stalking 
there is rhetoric, but the substance of death is dismissed by the ending Death, unfortunately / is 
ultimately boring. | don’t believe that. 


STEEL TOWN BLUES 


it still goes on 

and the mounds of slag 
roll on forever 

at 3:00 a.m. in the sault 


voices of cottagers on the lake 
and children in the park 

have been chilled 

by the process cf steel 


my god baby trees 

are senselessly burnt 

by lava waste swamps 

are turned to steam gardens 
to piles of grey dust 


it still goes on 

and we sit on the hill 

passing wine 

being warmed by 

orange glows melting away 
snowstorms mounds of slag 
rolling forever over the sault 


URGENT APPEAL 


a butterfly 
was caught 
by an unsuspecting spiderweb 


its struggles 

destroyed the perfect curves 
and the spider 

sent out 

an all-points bulletin 

for dead flies 

and other food supplies 


the butterfly 
is being tried 
for war crimes 


LAST TRY 


no one stands willing 
to witness 

the defeat 

of the last one 

to succomb 


crowds gathered 
to protest the death 
of thousands 


time passed 
people grew bored 


the news of the end 
made page 25 
of the paper 


the last martyr 
lies unburied/unmarked/unknown 


not that it matters 
still 
someone had to be the last one 


to die playing hero 


someone had to be the last to try 
to hold back the tide 


POETS CAN BE CURED 


In Montreal 
@ window no longer shines. 
The empty eyes of a poet 
look around. 


At one time 
verse ran away from her, 
carrying her to freedoa, 
weaving visions 
without cause, 


A home was built around her, 
straps crossed her face 
wires graced her scalp 
and 

visions 
fade 
forever. 


Electric fires 
burn forever, 


Electric scalples 
burn forever. 


In Montreal 

Paper remains a virgin. 

A poet 

who once graced the streets 
looks around 

grimly. 


FERTILE GRAVES 


What space 
is left 
for time to flow freely through 


when, 

with each stretched instant, 
small bits of me 

die 

1 falling away 

to fill the graves 

of unknown heros 

and fertilize 

wilted flowers? 


THE GESTURE OF WEAKNESS; 


I’a lonely. 
Touch me. 


THE RESPONSE TO WEAKNESS: 


I'm sorry. 
I wasn't listening. 


GROWING UP ABSURD 


once 
it did not take blandness 
to provoke action 


once joy was sufficient 


once 
the smile of a passing stranger 
was reward enough 


at one time 
you would even laugh 
without apparant reason 


all that is gone 


the costume must be chosen with care 
the makeup must be correct for the role 


once you tried freedom 
no longer 


for you 

freedom has become 
too bitter 

to live 


SECOND-HAND PORNOGRAPHIC POEM 


I stole a love poem 
full of gentle pain 
and ugly joy 

and purged it for you. 


I replaced rape 
with lovemaking. 


I replaced whips 
with garlands. 


I replaced death 
with marriage. 


The result was the same 
+ SEX Was indulged in 

i &@ Woman was tied 

' @ Woman was destroyed, 


But the revised second-hand 
Pornographic love poem 
sounded so much nicer 

when completed. 


I'D RATHER WRITE A LOVE POEM 


Your smile is a gentle one. 

We both know that I'd rather hold you 
than face the police 

and the thoughtless scorn of others. 


None-the-less I will leave you 

or you must come with me 

to help sow the seeds of hope 

in the minds of those who are fearful now 
but are actually friends-to-be. 


People need to be freed 

from the chains of bourgeois order 

before you and I can accept the chains of our 
love. 

The freedom that our love brings is all freedoa- 
the recognition of necessity. 


Tomorrow I‘'ll...who knows? 

I'd choose to praise your delicate beauty. 
I'd rather write a love poem for you 

but the revolution calls me on. 


ALLISON POEM 1 


I trusted your touch 

without suspecting the danger. 
Softly 

I fell into you 

like a child 

or @ puppy 

or an overburdened idealist 
content with lonliness until 


I trusted your smile 

and let it flow over MO, 
soothing me 

from my self-imposing pain. 


Now 
there is no place left 
for innocence to hide. 


It's too late 
to stand alone 
and you are turning to go 
with my heart. 


Wait... 


REACHING THE LIMIT 


The certainty 
of your love 
strengthens me. 


No longer 

do I appear to be 

a voice in the wilderness 
screaming at my own 
injustice. 


I became a flower 

for you, 

willing to expose my beauty 
still growing 

out of pain. 


+ & & +# 


Waking up beside you 
I listen to you sleep. 


For the first time 

I see your innocence. 

For the first time 

I can be honest with you. 


While I whisper my hands 
along your body 

I dare to make promises 
that you will never know. 


(But somehow 
you repeat them to me 
upon wakening.) 


I betray your sleeping trust 
by watching you 

with the certainty 

of forgiveness 

and assurances 

that my sleeping body 

will be displayed 

for you. 


ALLISON POEM 18 


With your return 
the veil of dreams 
is rewoven 


the cardboard cutouts 
of the city 
return to normal 


the coldness 
at my back 
is displayed 


and I've remembered 
to water 
my plants. 


ALLISON POEM 27 


Prior to our meeting 
I wrote poems of you. 
I knew your touch and your truth and your dreams. 


After a party in Kingston 
I shadowed you--appearing at bookshops 
or art galleries 
or sharing a house with your friends. 


At one point we became lovers 
and I put aside some of myself 
to learn trust and gentleness from you. 


At one point we parted 
to avoid marriage or ourselves. 


Recently we have broken bread together 
and I still see myself 
made real through your words. 


You tell me you believe in me 
and want me to paint freedom 
through my poems. 


I tell you of the need for a sculpture 
to form marble 
into a portrait of your grace. 


Perhaps at some point 

we will return to a bed together 
or to a friend's house together 
or towards marriage. 


Perhaps at some point 

you will decide 

to once again be elsewhere 
than my presence. 


Then I will write poems of you: 
of your touch 
of your. truth 
of your dreams 


A VASE FOR ALLISON 


From Montreal 
Came a flattened tube 
filled with a poster 
of a picasso print 
(such a descent 

into affordability). 


I have no such treasures for you. 


I have no reason 
to search for gestures 
of forgiveness. 


Instead 

find a flower 

and, 

the next time you visit, 

drop it softly where I will find it. 


Afterwards, 
search my letters 
for paintings 

of its 

decay. 


IT IS ONLY 


It is only a moment of forgotten joy 
but it lives none-the-less. 


Trees 

echo the road 

and, 

unlike the past, 

there is no one waiting for me. 


I turn to your memory of solace 
and pain, needing something concrete as an anchor. 


Walls 

greyly shadow 
and 

take away 

the light. 


Your letter arked our pasts, protecting old lies 
and unremembered betrayals. 


But now 
your touch 
and 


your smile 
are a myth. 


IT WASN'T ENOUGH 
White sand beaches. 


A shadow 

erasing your footsteps 
before I could remember 
your passage. 


A hand stretches forth 
to pull me 
from my exile. 


Names fade into one another 
without time to become new. 


Limestone buildings 
hold your shadow 
while I pass 
erasing your memory. 


FOLLOWING THE DANCE 


Too long ago 

the days fell apart 

as they departed 

to find your life 

as a free and gentle vision. 


Too long ago 

the last of my dreams 

fled with you 

to Venice and Toronto 

and other places 

I am not aware of anymore. 


Too long ago 

I trusted you 

with the touch of my life, 
declaring forever 

my love 

and my hope 

and my faith in you. 


Too long ago 

I reach out in you 

and was held 

while my tears 

ran sour with bitterness 

from too many defeats 

and too many attempts 

to fight someone else's dream. 


Now 
I stand alone again. 


Strength comes from nowhere 
and hope finds reason 
in some vacant memory, 


Yet, 

I would stand in the midst of perfection 
and, without you with me, 

have no choice 

but to reject it utterly, 


FIRESIDE 
embers melt down 


old moments 
tie themselves on 
to the present 


wine is poured 
only for me 


it doesn’t matter 
we chose this form 


the paintings of me 
you promised 

and the songs for you 
that never came 


don't matter 


a year or 60 
is over 


old moments 
melting down 


this winter 

wine is poured 

while I use the frames 
you left behind 

as kindling 


THE SOUNDS OF FLOWERS DYING 


Instead of the classical plucking 
of an ex-lover’s Guitar; 


Instead of the soft attempts to heal 
often shattered dreams; 


Instead of pleasing phrases 
meant only for sharing; 


I am left 

with the pounding of dripping faucets 
and the stale sound of flowers 

dying 

in your vase. 


DEATH STALKING 


ah, but in such an ugly time 
the true protest is beauty 


phil ochs 


I have been told 
that the sun 

can glisten softly 
from bayonet steel. 


I have seen 

factory waste 

guide a sunset 

into explorations of the spectrum. 


I have heard the cries 
of birds seeking freedom 
echo down concrete streets. 


I have witnessed celebrations of life 
after the death of friends: 


-the death by accident 
in prison cells 

-the death by anger 
during strikes. 


Death becomes the solace 
for hope put aside. 


Death becomes used 
as a pretence 
for beauty. 


Death, unfortunately, 
is ultimately boring. 


NO ONE‘S AT HOME 


A late night entry 
---Shadows of soldiers 

with feet of Clay 

and arms of coppery steel--- 
and the OcCupants disappear. 


Brown stains 
on the door frame 
Prove nothing. 


No one's at home 
to give an answer. 


DEAD IS DEAD 


An infant 
lies curled around 
a used lifetime. 


It doesn't matter which baby 
you choose to imagine. 


It could be the 10 month old 
found after being raped 
and thrown over the cliff. 


It could be the 3 month old 
gassed by riot-control police. 


It could be the still born 
who's family lived near a nuclear reactor. 


It could be the bag of fetus parts 
disposed of behind Morgentaler's. 


Whichever one you chose to think about 
is unimportant. 


Dead is dead. 


There is enough blame 
for all of us to share. 


THE OVERLORD 


Thrusting down with words 
you pin my mind 
to an inflexible idea. 


As I struggle to free myself 
you thrust again 
trying to castrate my dreams. 


For no better reason than laziness 
I break down and accept defeat, 


Let un now be honest. 
There is no truth left 
to protect us. 


ALMOST 


I almost let myself become a martyr, 
an icon of circumstances. 


Instead 
I convinced myself 
to hide my ego for awhile. 


Martyrdom 
is too simple a pleasure 
to be indulged on frequently. 


I'll await a more pleasant time, 
like 30 seconds 
before armaggedon. 


NOTHING AT ALL 


The rain 
has nicely 
been forgotten 


and the pact 
of the rainbow 
conveniently put aside. 


Somewhere 
the flames of armeggedon 
are being prepared 


but no one has been tagged 
to play the role 
of Noah. 


PEACE 


Peace no longer 

is an ideal for I saw it growing, 

bearing banners that have blossomed forth 
in gentle hords 

and shielded behind an armour 

of songs and poetry and children. 


I have walked with peace 

on winter city streets 

and we have sat together over bread and wine 
in open air cathedrals. 


Peace and I have had our flesh torn 
on barbed fences around death sites 
and slept together on steel cots in jail cells. 


Peace and I have danced with joy 
after the birth of a friend 
and have become lovers through communion. 


Peace has stood alone in courtrooms 
and joined in with millions in expressions of 
hope. 


Peace has shone through the eyes of the 
handicapped 

and spoken to me at midnight 

when fear and loneliness overwhelmed me. 


Peace is no longer an ideal 

for peace walks humbly with us, 

calling for us to share life with one another 
rather than create death 

for all of us to share. 


VIOLENT EDEN 


And Adam turned to side 
and saw Lilith 
and was glad. 


And Adam spoke to God 
and said 
"From where comes this vision?" 


And God said 
"From your rib.” 


Later 

Adam turned again 

to Lilith and was glad 
and she smiled 

and all was good. 


Time passed 
and seasons changed 
and fruit did not grow upon the trees. 


And Adam turned to God 
and said 
"From where will come food?" 


And God said 
"Ask Lilith." 


And Lilith said 
"Ask your God." 


Adam turned to Lilith 
and hit her, 


Lilith turned to Adam 
and left. 


Adam laid down and wept and cried to God 
"Why alone of all animals do I not have a mate?" 


WEATHER REPORT 


no one notices anything 
but rotting signs 
and stale buildings where 


among the shadows 

small dreams are lived 

and tensions ease their way 
homeward 


lack of tears to cry 
even the shallowest of hopes 
aren't worth knowing 


hanging forth like an old martyr 
death 

hope for new types of victims: 
SUICIDE FOR PEACE! 

VOTE WITH A KNIFE! 


stale buildings erode 
and dusty love is made 


Brian Burch's work has appeared in magazines as 
Varied as The Presbyterian Record and Seditious 


and has been able to read to audiences as varied 
as those found at English teachers’ conferences 
and benefits for the Vancouver 5 and the 
International Unprotected Person's Fund. He sees 
himself as a Christian anarchist and is active in 
the peace, union and co-op movements. He is 
married, with two children and when not supply 
teaching, makes a living in the socially 
unacceptable field of fund raising. Brian Burch is 
available for readings and to talk to classes and 
can be reached at 416-967-5822. 





